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And turn this whole illusion on the town :
As the sage dame, experienced in her trade,
By names of toasts retails each battered jade
(When hapless Monsieur much complains at Paris
Of wrongs from Duchesses and Lady Maries) ;
Be thine, my stationer ! this magic gift;
Cook shall be Prior, and Concanen, Swift:
So shall each hostile name become our own,
And we too boast our Garth and Addison."
With that she gave him (piteous of his case,
Yet smiling at his rueful length of face)
A shaggy tap'stry, worthy to be spread
On Codrus old, or Dunton's modern bed ;
Instructive work ! whose wry-mouthed portraiture
Displayed the fates her confessors endure.
Earless on high stood unabashed De Foe,
And Tutchin flagrant from the scourge below.
There Ridpath, Roper, cudgelled might ye view ;
The very worsted still look black and blue.
Himself among the storied chiefs he spies,
As, from the blanket, high in air he flies ;
And " Oh! " (he cried) " what street, what lane but
knows
Our purgings, pumpings, blanketings, and blows ?
In ev'ry loom our labours shall be seen,
And the fresh vomit run for ever green I"
See in the circle next, Eliza placed,
Two babes of love close clinging to her waist;
Fair as before her works she stands confessed,
In flowers and pearls by bounteous Earkall dressed.